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Mirror, Mirror 


Author's Notes: 
Based on my story \"Red Light, Yellow Light, Green Light, Go", but | guess it can also be read as a one-shot. 


Just like the golden floral ornaments adorned the frame of the floor length mirror he was facing, the young 
man twined himself around the body of the older man standing behind him. His eyes were half closed and the 
back of his head rested on his companion's broad chest. He held his arms up, reaching alternatingly for the 
man's shoulders and neck. From time to time, the taller man, dressed in black from head to toe, leaned down to 
kiss the other's cheek and neck, eliciting hummed sounds of approval in between heavy breathing. His sleek 


blond strands fell over a wild jungle of lush dark brown curls when he whispered into the young man's ear: 
"You're absolutely gorgeous." 


Josh chuckled and writhed against Joe's body blissfully, feeling the bulge of Joe's hardening cock, still 
imprisoned by tight black leather pants, press against his lower back. Warm indirect light from behind the 
mirror cast a glow on the younger man's naked skin as big skillful hands brushed tenderly over his smooth 


chest, working their way down over a toned belly. Josh arched his back impatiently when Joe's fingers reached 


his hipbones, slowly inching towards his fully erect cock. 


Unlike the last few times they met, they weren't in a hurry today, and both were determined to make this 
day special since it was uncertain when they would have an opportunity to meet again after this. What they 
had couldn't be anything else than a secret sexual affair; both men were very much aware of that. But yet 
they had established a bond, a level of harmony and affection that insistently pushed against the fence of 


emotionlessness. 


Josh shivered with excitement when Joe finally wrapped his right hand around his erection and started 
pumping. A muffled curse escaped his shapely lips, drawing an amused giggle from Joe. 


When Josh had entered the room an hour before and spotted the large mirror on the wall, he immediately 
knew that Joe had something in mind with it. Sometimes the silly ideas Joe came up with made Josh forget 
that he was having an affair with a man almost old enough to be his grandfather. The hand around his dick 
and the one kneading his ass at this very moment felt anything but grandfatherly though.. He watched Joe 


feast his eyes on their reflection in the mirror. They both smiled when their eyes met. 


Without a doubt they were an unlikely couple. Their only common denominators were that they were both men 
and sang in rock bands. But singers are a breed of their own. Every so often, Josh felt that Joe had a 
different level of understanding for him than his brothers or Danny, because he knew what it was like to be 


the guy in the center of the stage. 


Josh realized that he was slowly pushing himself up on his toes, pressing his back against Joe's chest even 
more. His entire body was tensing in anticipation of his climax. Although he had been almost unbearably horny 


all day, he'd mustered the self-disclipline to keep himself from jerking off before their "date". 


In the short time since they got to know each other, Josh had learned one thing: Joe simply loved to watch 
Josh come. A desire that a 23-year-old was definitely eager to fulfill. 


"Come on, show me what you got!" Joe's deep warm words crept into Josh's ear. How he'd grown to love this 


voice! Even when they didn't talk dirty, Josh had his hand in his pants when they talked on the phone. 


A warm tingling in his genitals signaled Josh that his lover would soon get to see what he'd been looking for. An 
instant later, his creamy fluid gushed out and spray-painted the glass surface in front of him. Josh howled, 
overcome by the force of his orgasm, and staggered a little. Joe held him tight while white splashes and 
arches spread across the mirror. Streaks began to run downward like shimmering tears, forming a pattern of 


white stripes that approached the rim of the mirror, then dripped onto the floor. 


For a moment, they both stood and stared at the fleeting work of art, passing by as quickly as their time 
together. 


"Where did that all come from?" Joe exclaimed with a chuckle, hovering between amused astonishment and 


arousal. Reluctantly his hand let go of Josh's spent dick, grabbed him by the hip and pulled him around towards 


himself to kiss his young lover's full lips. 


‘I've been a good boy and saved some up for you," Josh replied in a mock-chaste voice between kisses and 


giggles before he turned and looked at the smudgy mirror again. "Fuck, what a mess!" 
"Guess | should leave a bigger tip for the maid this time," Joe stated with playful concern 


"Yeah, a bigger tip than for the mess we usually make," Josh added with a wink. 


